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'dungeon' of a Custom house, had to walk about the wet
streets, looking for a shelter that, at two in the morning, seemed
momentarily more unlikely. At last, they were taken in at
the house where Brereton's father, Major Brereton, a Dublin
resident, had secured his son a bed, the landlady repeatedly
protesting that it was contrary to her rule to entertain ladies.

Naturally, Mrs. Siddons's first impression of the Irish
capital was unfavourable. She roundly called it 'a sink of
filthiness.' And her unfavourable impression did not, altogether,
wear off as time went on. She took against the people!
"They are all ostentation and insincerity, and in their ideas
of finery very like the French, but not so cleanly. They are
tenacious of their country to a degree of folly that is very
laughable." Thus she wrote, for transmission abroad, on
July I4th. As it chanced/she omitted to prepay the postage
on these treasonable opinions, and the letter was officially
opened in Ireland.

In pursuance of his custom of paying an annual visit to
London to recruit his company, Daly, then Manager of the
Smock Alley Theatre, had personally been over to clinch
an engagement with Mrs. Siddons. Most probably, he went
during 'the Passion Week,' when all the Managers who
wanted people, and all the actors who wanted employment
habitually assembled in London.                                              '

Once more, Mrs. Siddons led off with Southerne's Isabella.
This was on June 21st.1 Seats were at fancy prices. In
a 'humourous Account' of her reception (published after the
second night) included in the miscellany entitled Edwin's
Pitts to Purge Melancholy, among a number of less apposite
epithets, she is termed "this Moon of blank verse! this Queen
and Princess of tears! this World of weeping clouds! this
Juno of commanding aspect! this Proserpine of fire and earth-
quake! The tone is intentionally insolent. In all probability,
Peter Segum, the author (who manifests more than the average
Irishman's lack of humour) was a partisan of Mrs. Crawford.

A note to the pasquinade states that, when it first
appeared 'The lady's friends were outrageous against the
author, who long <kept himself snug,' and let others have

1 Eoaden says, June aoth.is one
